A   BRASS   HAT   IN   NO   MAN'S   LAND
plomp, plomp -it is "good-bye,' 1 think, as there is
no way round, "This way to eternity/ shouts a wag
behind. Thirty yards ahead now, still a shell-
plomp - a splinter flies past my shoulder, and embeds
itself in the leg of a leading man behind. He falls
and crawls out of the way, nothing must stop the
forward march of the column.  cLucky b------/ says
one of his pals* 'you're well out of it, Jimmy, good
luck to you, give 'em our love, see you later/ and so
the banter continues. It's the only way. The blood
swells in my veins. God is merciful, and it almost
seems as though he chloroforms us on these occasions.
1 cross the fire trench. The next shell and I should
have absolutely synchronised. It does not arrive!
'What's up?s I think. Still once more too far ahead,
I wait on the edge of the wood. They close up once
more. I double out to see what's up on the right.
Bernard, where is he? Machine guns open fire on
us from Thiepval village; their range is wrong:
"too high/ I say to Hine. I survey the situation
still; more machine-gun fire: they have lowered
their sights: pit, pit, the bullets hit the dry earth all
round. The shelling on to the wood edge has
ceased. The men emerge. A miracle has happened,
'Now's the chance/ I think to myself/'they must
quicken pace and get diagonally across to the
sunken road, disengaging from each other quickly,
company by company/ I stand still and erect in the
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